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INTRODUCTION 


| was diagnosed with Bipolar Disorder in the year 2000 
and wore the label of a patient of the Queensland Mental 
Health system for the next twenty years. This is 
somewhat unusual in itself as treatment for the disorder 
usually only takes a period of two to three years. | 
estimate | spent that much time in Mental Wards alone 
in those twenty years, while exhibiting no signs of harm 
to myself or others. 


So wh | held in that 
peti pai eal te SO MIND. CONTROL 


SUSAN 


long? | believe that has its 
grounding in a seventy year 
old conspiracy known as MK 
Ultra, of which it seems I am 
one of its unwitting subjects. 
This is not as far-fetched as 
it may seem, there is plenty 
of evidence of citizens all 
over the World who have 
been tampered with by we a aS 
various strands of the MK 

Ultra project. 





You may have heard of their work in the field of Mind 
Control, the product of which was later harbored by the 
CIA in the creation of “Super Spies”. There was a fairly 


recent movie inspired by this, 
“American Ultra”, however the 
“Bourne” movies are also good 
examples. 


In fact, in “The Bourne Legacy” 
the little purple pills the agent 
has to take to survive look just 
like the Sodium Valproate or 
“Epilim’ that is one of my 
prescribed medications. Oddly 
enough those pills, that are 
usually prescribed for Epilepsy, 
smell just like really dank weed. Terpenes in the coating 
to make the drug more effective, perhaps? 





| take that and Lithium Carbonate, both these drugs will 
in themselves cause a manic episode if dosage is 
suddenly interrupted, whether I'm prone to mania at the 
time or not. 


But | digress, this novella is 
not at all a sob story of my 
treatment by the Mental Health 
System, but an expose about 
what exactly might have been 
going on with my treatment all 
of these years and how it connects with the apparently 





long dead MK Ultra program. It's also a quite psychotic 
love story of two lost souls swimming in a fish bowl. 


| am Naimad Senyac, and | do this 


Naimad Senyac 


CHAPTER ONE: 
CHILDHOOD 


| had both a happy and also somewhat tormented 
childhood, up until the age of five | have only happy 
memories. Then | died. My Mother was an immunazi, | 
contracted blue measles, my brain overheated and | was 
pronounced dead. 


To make things worse ‘ 
the Tasman Bridge in 
Hobart, Tasmania had 
collapsed and | 
needed to be taken to 
hospital as quickly as 
possible. My Father 
was in the Army 
however and 
heroically summoned an “Army Duck” (a kind of floating 
truck) to traverse the river as | melted a bathtub full of 
ice. Luckily for me, dear reader, | was revived on making 
it to the hospital. 





For all | know this could have been the beginning of the 
MK Ultra program in my young life. Perhaps some kind 
of method to prime my brain for later programming. 
Against all odds | survived, however, and | have my 


Father to thank for that; even though his part in all this 
becomes much more sinister as this story progresses. 


My younger brother tells me we had a great ol’ time up 
until the age of five, when | apparently changed so much 
it still haunts him to this day. Well brother, dying will do 
that to ya. 

iia ~My next significant memory 
2) eee was when Tasmanian 
§ television premiered Disney's 
“The Black Hole” along with a 
documentary explaining 
exactly what a Black Hole 
was and what its properties 
might be. My Father could 
barely contain his glee at 
sharing this movie with me, 
so | was very enthusiastic as 
well. 





It wasn't to be completely what | expected for children’s 
viewing time, however. A derelict ship on the event 
horizon of a Black Hole, with ship members who had 
been turned into robots by a diabolical Captain... 


Then at the end it shows the Maximillian robot with the 
Captain trapped inside in a hellish landscape contained 


within the Black Hole. Totally horrific for an eight year 
old. 


Then the documentary which was pure science and | just 
absorbed it completely, relieved to have something 
different to think about than the ending of that movie. 


Again, | suspect this was MK Ultra programming, and 
who knows how many kids were being subjected to this 
horrorfest and educational piece. 


| went on to have nightmares for several months about 
sitting on the event horizon of a Black Hole and feeling 
my very soul being sucked into infinity and waking 
screaming and screaming until my Mother could console 
me. The effects of those nightmares haunted me for 
years. 





Young Naimad, Happy Chappy or Nightmarish Scarish? 


There was also other evidence of 
tampering with my childhood, such 
as things like, “The Children’s Book 
of Spying’ where you learned 
spycraft techniques. We would use 
them on the playground and got 
beaten up several times because 
of that. 





Then we moved to Devonport and | 

started going to a school in Youngtown. Except there 
was the oddest thing | noticed, all of the curriculum was 
in American. The spelling, we were even being trained 
holistically in American accents, by the teachers using a 
certain lilt in their voices. 


| was there for less than a week before | marched into 
the Headmaster's office and demanded to know why we 
were learning an American curriculum. We left for the 
mainland the next week, and that was when it seemed 
we were on the run. | was aged nine. 


We moved all up the East Coast of Australia, staying in 
each location for a couple of months if that. My Father 
recently made the outlandish claim before his death that 
this was because he was an undercover Commonwealth 
drug operative until age forty five. Seemed more like he 
was a poker machine addicted bullshit artist to me. 


| doubt this claim because he 
has always been one to tell a 
tall tale, although when | was 
young he did tell me some 
interesting things about his 
life as an Army Clerk handling 
Project Bluebook and Project 
Bluebird. 


Those things turned out to be 
true. He also told me recently 
he met with one of the former 
directors of MK Ultra in the 80's, and the timing checks 
out, you can Google that. 





So that wraps up my childhood, we stopped running 
when we reached Murwillumbah, NSW when | was 
fifteen, and the shadow of MK Ultra would not reappear 
until | was twenty. 


CHAPTER TWO: 
TWENTY FIVE, BARELY STILL ALIVE 


When I was twenty | was introduced to my first love. Well 
actually she was the sister of a girl | had a serious crush 
on, but the other girl seemed interested in me and that 
was enough. We spent a weekend together and got all 
lovey dovey, fucked like crazy, and she discovered to her 
disbelief | was a virgin. 


| told her | had a vision of our souls interchanging at the 
peak of our lovemaking and she was amazed and also 
touched. Then when she drove me home after that 
spectacular weekend she told me she had never felt like 
this about anyone so quickly before but had to drop me 
because she still loved her junkie ex-boyfriend. | told her 
no way, | love you, and you're mine. She had no choice 
but to succumb to my charm. 


But all is not what it appears, dear reader, for if you have 
watched “American Ultra” you will know what this girl 
really was. She was my MK Ultra handler, and | had been 
carefully guided into her feminine wiles. 


How can | proclaim this so bluntly? 
1 Well she indoctrinated me into 60's 
counterculture and philosophy of 
_ 4 Timothy Leary and Robert Anton 


IL 
. 


LUMINATUS! 
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Wilson's “The Illuminatus” as well as the incredibly 
revealing MK Ultra expose “Acid Dreams’, and early 
works on Quantum Theory, all | might add, while giving 
me regular doses of LSD and MDMA. 


That indoctrination was the 

beginning of the endformy ixv¥@ RAM =D 
stable state of mind. | was 
given too much to think 
about in too short of a time 
period while taking 

powerful psychedelic 

drugs. But it was when | 
tried smoking speed that 

my brain turned to 
scrambled eggs and | lost 
myself for over twenty years. 





She eventually lost interest in 
me, as if | were a project left 
unfinished, and she went back 
to that junkie ex-boyfriend. | 
spent the remaining two years 
of the 90's convinced that the 
Millenium Bug wasnt a 

_ problem for our computers, it 
was actually a problem for 

~ our brains. 






So when 2000 struck, my Millenium Bug did as well and 
my apparent mental disorder emerged. But was it drug 
induced psychosis causing Bipolar, or was it perhaps 
simply MK Ultra programming run amok? 


CHAPTER THREE: 
MAKE IT UP TO YOU IN THE YEAR 2000 


As | said in the introduction, | was diagnosed with 
Bipolar Disorder in the year 2000. Which makes it all 
very orderly I’m sure youll agree, especially when my 
release from a psychiatric order that allows the Mental 
Health system to do what it will with me, was granted 
just over twenty years later. 


| regained myself somewhat last year while taking good 
care of myself and partaking in serious deep thought 
regarding the death of my Bestie in December 2019. She 
would've LOVED COVID I'm sure. 


More evidence of MK 
Ultra interference in 
2002 when | was ina 
small mental ward in 
Lismore Base Hospital, | 
noticed a rather plain 
girl wearing black 
(which is one of my 
things), with a hot friend 
also wearing black. Oh 
hello, said my naughty 
internal Gentleman, | 





could get onto a threesome right here if | played my 
cards right. 


| introduced myself, and the hot girl excused herself and 
left me with the other girl. We hung around together and 
got friendly, and when we were both discharged at the 
same time, we decided to get a place together. 


The girl turned out to be an artist, and | decided | could 
forgive her for that character flaw, and she was pretty 
good at fucking. She was also pretty good at wild mood 
swings and violent attacks. | put up with that for three 
whole years to give you any idea of the kind of guy | am. 


Finally neither of us could take the conflict anymore and 
we split up. Then, she suddenly came back after a few 
weeks admitting she had a kink for giving blow jobs in 
car parks and then back to my place to fuck really hard 
while my brother was in the next room playing his XBox. 


You see what has happened here? Years of 
programming through violence and intimidation, then the 
big reward for being the “Good Man’. 


Then | was hospitalised again, 
this time in the tiny and 
somewhat secret ward (I’ve 
had ambos deny there's even a 
psych ward at that hospital) at 





the Royal Brisbane Womens Hospital. 


It was here that | met Cathy, the most beautiful faerie 
princess | had ever laid eyes upon, and dun dun DUN MK 
Ultra interference surely, because for some reason she 
had eyes for me as well. 


She said | was just like 
Daniel Johns of 
Silverchair, and burned 
their latest album for me 
to listen to on the ward 
stereo. | had to agree it 
was brilliant, but | 
couldn't see how | was 
anything like the guy 
considering | could barely sing and couldn't write a song 
if | tried. 





She seemed to have an inordinate amount of time to 
chat with me, and we chatted animatedly every day. 
Then within just a few days she dragged me into the 
supply closet, pushed me up against some copy paper, 
proclaimed she loved me and stuck her delicate tongue 
down my throat. | was in love. 


This went on for three months, that’s right, THREE 
MONTHS. | had no accommodation so they held me 
three times longer than the usual stay. Then she bought 


me a punnet of cherry tomatoes at the 
market, a sign of love in some cultures, 
told me we couldn't see each other for 
five years, and said her sad goodbyes. 





Now | am such an idiot of a Gentleman | only just 
recently realised what went wrong here. | was supposed 
to FUCK THE GIRL. Jaysus man, what were you 
thinking?! 


| later learned the patient/carer interaction period was 
actually two years, which just added venom to the 
ointment. 


Again, this was undoubtedly part of MK Ultra 
programming, because it produced heartbreak that 
destroyed me for another whole decade, and held me in 
place in the location | was relocated to as well as kept 
my social interactions with females minimized, which 
was compounded by antipsychotic medication | didn't 
actually need that had horrid sexual dysfunction side 
effects. 


Can you imagine having 
no sex drive fora | | 
decade? Just no feeling yw 
or desire for sex at all? | None ‘sorast E 

dont have to imagine Slane ¢ 
that, | experienced it and “ 





if | had the money and resources I'd mount a class 
action against the entire system on behalf of every 
patient forced to take those drugs. 


On the plus side it did make me boobs bigger! 


CHAPTER FOUR: 
THE FIRST FIVE YEARS IN THE BLOCK 


The ward finally found me a housing option with 
Transitional Housing, a Mental Health System housing 
service. They put me and another patient, who 
hilariously referred to himself as “Snoopy’, that was 
about to be discharged together in a two bedroom unit in 
Mansfield, fifteen minutes walk from the Mt Gravatt 
Plaza strip mall. 


My brother, the leech that he was, almost got us kicked 
out because he was living in my garage like Gollum or 
something. He got booted out and went to live in a very 
dodgy suburb down the road where some weed dealers 
kicked his wall in to steal his PS3 and HDTV. 


Gotta stop the story here for a moment for an odd side 
note. When | moved to Brisbane to live with my brother 
in Auchenflower after breaking up with the abusive 
girlfriend, he attacked me once and split my head open. 


| got into a shouting match with him and neighbors 
called the police. Here's the thing, after they'd dealt with 
him they came to me and said, “Damian, you don't have a 
brother named Ssor and this is YOUR house.’ 


Now | was certain that | did in fact have a brother named 
Ssor and | certainly didnt own this million dollar 
Queenslander mansion and told them so. “Whatever you 
Say, sir.’ said the policeman and they left. 


What the HELL was THAT all about? Really WTH?! 


So anyway, we lived in the Transitional Housing 
apartment for the next six months, which was the limit, 
and through apparent bad planning on their part we were 
about to be tossed out into the streets. 


They took us to apply for Public Housing, which has a 
notoriously long wait list to be accepted. They gave us 
five suburbs and | suggested they add Mount Gravatt 
East, because that’s where the strip mall was. 


The VERY NEXT DAY, guess 

= what guys, you got an 

apartment across from the 

=; mall! If that's not fucken suss | 

dunno what is fucken suss. It 

was a lovely apartment though 
and | could not complain. 





Everything was hunky dory with my weirdo housemate 
until one night he pulled a knife on me and | literally 
shouted him down to the floor, | used to have a very 
intimidating shout on me, and | demanded that he tell 


me what was going on. He feebly told me he was a 
TAIWANESE SPY and | shouted that he better get his 
stuff and get out by morning. | shit you not, he said he 
was actually a spy for fucks sake. 


Stuff like that and the Ssor 
is not your brother thing 
get compartmentalized 
from my regular train of 
thought so it doesnt 
generally bother me, but 
that compartmentalization 
itself is an MK Ultra programming technique. I'd be a 
gibbering mess of mental breakdown without it though, 
so | suppose it's all for the best. 





I'd made friends with the neighbor's kid, Jay, who proudly 
proclaimed me as a “Mad Cunt’ to all his friends, and 
they all used my place as chill space, which was fine by 
me because these little buggers had some damn good 
weed. 


Coming up to 2012 I'd scored some freelance work with 
a company in Florida making WordPress websites for 
Real Estate and Internet Marketing Gurus and | picked 
up a few tricks of the Social Media game from that. 


A friend that worked with me for that company decided 
to just pop over to see this other guy we worked for who 


also lived in Brisbane, which was a surprise to me 
because | had no idea he was some jet setting globe 
trotter. He visited my place and | got Jay to score some 
weed for us. 


This guy just broke off a bit 
_ of bud and tried to smoke it 
in the bong. He looked 
about as convincing a 
stoner as Elon Musk 
smoking a joint. The way he 
was dressed just set off 
alarm bells as well, expensive light suit, duckbill cap, CIA 
ALL OVER FFS! I mean, do these cunts think I'm stupid?! 





Jay totally agreed with my evaluation of this dodgy CIA 
muthafucka, but that's not all. Him and our Boss went to 
Sydney and this guy got involved in a fight between a 
cop and a criminal, defending the cop, and got BANNED 
FROM AUSTRALIA! 


| still message him on Skype from time to time to let him 
know | know what he thinks he knows about what | think 
| know about me. 


The job with the company in Florida just went to shit five 
years later though, but at least it's something to stick in 
my resume, and | title myself “Lead Developer’, just to 
be fancy. It was a good run, but never again will | make 


custom websites for $150 a pop. Especially when the 
boss would clone them ten times and sell them at a 
profit, he must've made a hundred grand off my back. 


CHAPTER FIVE: 
(ALMOST) THE SECOND FIVE YEARS IN THE BLOCK 


By this time Jay was out of his teens and approaching 
twenty one, which is not really a big thing here because 
our legal drinking age is eighteen. Anyway, he didn't get 
along with his Mother so we decided hed move in here 
as | hadn't had a flatmate for years and could use the 
extra rent money. 


What he didn't tell me was he planned to use the location 
to sell green, not that that bothered me. What bothered 
me when | learned of it much later on, was that he was 
bringing in five thousand a week and still charging me 
retail for weed. Jaysus Christ, what's wrong with these 
entitled Millennials?! 


Anyway, apart from the imbalance in finances, we lived 
quite comfortably for a couple more years, until we had 

a roaring argument one morning caused by the both of 
us having had no sleep and BAM he almost shattered my 
right eye socket with at least five king hits. My that boy 
got a HIT on him, I'll tell you what. 


His mate restrained him luckily or he might have just 
bashed through into my brain like a Terminator sent 
through time to kill me. When he calmed down he was 


clearly very, very sorry, but he moved out that day to give 
him credit and we were good friends again within weeks. 


Some friendships are more valuable than gold, because 
you can count on them through and past the worst, and 
the best times, just those small moments, make it all 
worthwhile. 


Anyway, about six months later one of Jay's old mates, 
Oz, asked if he could move in. To my memory he was a 
fairly harmless funny cunt so | said he could. He paid full 
rent AND food and for a little while it worked out pretty 
well. 


But he was becoming increasingly erratic and it wasnt 
long until he became completely psychotic. But here's 
the odd thing, he seemed to be able to turn his 
psychosis on and off like a switch. That made it all the 
more scary because you never knew when hed switch it 
on or why. 


One time he flipped the switch he screamed, “Il HAVE 
PERMISSION TO DO THIS!" and | thought, “What an odd 
thing to scream at me...” Meanwhile I'm all, oh help me, | 
cant defend myself, please dont hurt me BULLSHIT that 
| seem to default to these days for some odd reason. | 
truly think the reason | go into defenseless mode is I’m 
afraid I'm going to kill one of these kids and then I'm 
truly fucked. 


So Jay had no place to go and | let him crash on the 
couch, this greatly soothed the savage schizo that was 
Oz, he simply couldn't pull out his psychosis switch 
when Jay was around because he would beat Oz 
senseless. 


Then one morning we were all sitting in the lounge room 
and Oz grabbed the ash tray to poach the last cigarette 
butts. | grab the ash tray out of his hands and say “Fuck 
you cunt these are mine!” 


Sudden total dead eye psychosis from Oz and he swipes 
at me and misses. Then he runs up the hall and grabs a 
big umbrella and comes at me swinging it to which | 
block it with my arms and call out “Jay! Help!” 


Jay storms over and swipes the umbrella from Oz's 
hands then grabs his throat and pushes him back out the 
front door up against the neighbor's wall. 


Oz has a ridiculous look on his face like he knows he's 
done and thinking “Sorry?” because he can't talk. The 
neighbor, Vee, pops her head out and Jay realizes how 
silly this all must look and releases Oz. 


That was the end of Oz and the renewal of Jay living in 
the apartment. 


Was Oz part of the MK Ultra program being run here? His 
on/off psychosis switch definitely suggests 
programming of some sort | would say for sure. 


CHAPTER SIX: 
VEE, YOU COMPLETE ME... 


Meanwhile there's that 
new neighbour Vee, with 
her big buff boyfriend 
Matt. | attempt to have a 
friendly chat with her in 
the driveway one sunny 
morning and she tells her 
boyfriend I'm sweet talking her and he shouts like a dog 
at me from the driver's seat that he'll beat me senseless 
if he catches me sweet talking her again. Well sorry-ee, 
jaysus! 





| was actually wary of 
chatting to her that day 
because she had total bitch 
face on. | dunno how she 
did it but this girl could 
literally change her face 
completely with her mood. 
Maybe some kind of magic, 
maybe a shape changing 
lizard Queen, maybe a 
robot from the future? Hard 
to say on that one. In the 
end | decided there were 





multiple girls and they just sent in the appropriate one, 
which seemed as likely an explanation as any other. 


Moving along a bit, she eventually got rid of Matt and 
became a much nicer girl, for a short while anyway. She 
invited me around for coffee one afternoon and the 
sparkle in her eyes said fun, fun, FUN! 


So yeah | was definitely up for fun, to say the least. She 
brought out the coffees proudly and | took a sip. “What 
do you think?” she fluttered her eyelids enticingly. 


“WOW! This coffee is amazing! How did you make it, 
pods?!” 


She beamed, “Nope, sachets!” 


NET 1702 @ 


NESCAFE. He chuckled, “Sashays you 


mean...’ 


“SACHETS, SACHETS, SACHETS! 
Anyway yeah | love ‘em, | put in 
extra sugar and milk and it 
makes it just yum!” 


: “I'll say, | was dubious of 
10 powdered coffee but this rocks!” 





“Yup, Knew you'd love it! Now what you wanna chat 
about?” 


“Valerie, can | call you Vee?” 
“Course you can.” 
“Will you call me Nay?” 


“Probably not, what kinda name is Naimad anyway?” 


“Pakistani, I'm % Paki on my Dad's side, and all lowland 
Scot on my Mum's side.” 


“Well I’m all Highland Scot on both sides. AND A 
FREAKIN IMMORTAL VAMPYRI!!”" 


“Oh jeez, really?” | try not to look too uncomfortable. 
“No, not really silly, ‘course not. But | do love Twilight.” 


“Oh that's a relief because I’m Vampyr Hunters on my 
Mums side, aha hahaha!” 


“Hah, you're a funny cunt you are!” 
“So Vee, would you dress 


up in suits and sunglasses 
with me and go 





doorknocking asking people stupid questions for shits 
‘n giggles?!” 


“Oh yaaasssssssss!!! Yes please!!!” 


“Consider it done, soon as we can afford suits, haha!” 


“Oh right, so never...’ 


“Most likely, ah well damn... Ok well coffee's done, | gotta 
go do some writing, pop over later if you want and I'Il 
make YOU a special coffee!” 


“Yassss! GO TEAM!” 


| fist punch the air and respond, “GO TEAM!” 


CHAPTER SEVEN: 
WINNER, WINNER CHICKEN DINNER! 


So Vee has been making me 
= the same delicious dinner all 
7 week, roast chicken with 
@ potato and sweet potato 
mash and her special sachet 
coffee; which | discovered 
was created with two extra 
teaspoons of sugar and a good splash of extra milk, 
genius. 





She was a completely different girl to the one I'd 
attempted to chat to in the driveway the year before; she 
was hospitable and friendly and open. | really couldnt 
have been happier at that point, | had a wonderful new 
friend that loved making me dinner and coffee, what 
more could | want than that? Sex | guess, but | was still 
under the influence of sexually dysfunctional 
antipsychotic injections that really messed things up for 
me in that department. 


But tonight it would all go awry, | was going to 
unintentionally completely fuck everything up. 


An ad for Daria came on the TV, the 90's TV show 
idolising sarcastic high school girls. Vee wasnt really 


paying attention clearly as | 
went into one of my musings, 
“You know Vee, if Jane Lane 
were alive today shed just be 
using all the drugs; weed, crack, 
fantasy, even heroin | bet.’ | say 
this while doing my usual neck 
stretching which | often worry 
makes me look like a tough mothafucka about to deal 
serious damage. 





Vee looks like a rabbit startled by the headlights of an 
oncoming truck, her face scrunches up as if to scream, 
and she rushes out of the apartment. 


“How very odd...’ | think to myself completely oblivious 
I've scared the poor girl so much she probably pissed 


her panties a little bit. 


Dwayne, the downstair’s neighbor's boyfriend, enters and 
stands in the doorway, “You're scaring Valerie, get out.’ 


“What? She just made me this wonderful chicken 
dinner...” | gesture to the plate with the remains of the 
dinner. 


“She said you scared her now get out Naimad, get out!” 


“OKOK you dont have to shout at me twice, jeez...’ 


| go straight back into my apartment and kick back in 
bed, bitches be cray cray. 


Then there's bashing on the front door and Jay answers 
it, its his Mum the downstairs's neighbor Ruth and Vee 
and they storm into his room. 


“DON'T YOU FUCKEN CANCEL THAT AMBULANCE 
NAIMAD, DON'T YOU FUCKEN CANCEL IT YA HEAR 
ME?!" 


It was at this point | realised | had somehow been 
elevated to near mania as if by some kind of black 
magick curse, or stress, either way. “I ain't cancelin it 
bitches, | wanna get away from you witches!” | made a 
point of appearing to be really comfortable with the 
situation, with my hands behind my head and my legs 
splayed. 


W This infuriated Ruth even 
ww). further and she rolled her 
_.) eyes in frustration and let 
an =, out a loud huff then they 
both went to wait for the 
ambulance just to let 
them know exactly how 
dangerous | was and how 
badly | needed to go to hospital, most likely. 





Ambos entered my room, somewhat carefully. “Hey Nay, 
how goes it man?” 


“Oh you know, village townsfolk never seen a Dragon 
before, widespread panic and confusion, all that jazz...” 


“Totally...” says the other one, “You right to come along, | 
mean we could test your blood pressure but you should 
see the size of your eyes at the moment man, | think you 
need space from these weirdos, ya know?” 


“Yeah | get ya, take me away guys...” 
“Coo... How about we put the radio on full blast and go 
top speed with sirens on all the way to the PA.? Hey, 


would ya like that mate?” 


“Fuck yeah bro, let's do it!” 





| calmly go along with 
the ambos, it's the only 
way to go, because 
most of these guys ‘n’ 
gals got secret martial 
arts skills that aint to be 
messed with. Not unless 
you wanna find your arms and legs dislocated and tied 
up with zip ties. Ouch. 





CHAPTER EIGHT: 
HEY HEY ANOTHER MONTH IN THE PA. 


Coming into the Princess 
Alexandra mental ward 
always felt like coming home 
in a way, as sad as that may 
seem. Most people just 

== droned on about how much 

they hated it all, refusing to 

see the positive aspect of being taken cared for so 
dutifully. 





| secretly love it, it has to be secretly because most of 
the rest of the inpatients are just impatient to get out of 
there and back home to their shitty lives. Most of them 
had really, really shitty lives as well. Many of them were 
complete hopeless cases, as it was a drug treatment 
center in combination with mental health, there simply 
was no hope at all for them. 


But | really love it, great food, it really is really good food 
cooked straight from the hospital canteen; don't believe 
what people tell you about food in Queensland mental 
wards, it is NOT the general hospital fare. 


The nurses really, REALLY care, even if for some reason 
they don't like you. But you have to be a real total 
asshole for these psych nurses not to like you. 


The Wardies are great friendly guys as well, they're like 
general cleaners but they'll have a chat. | once got an 
amazing custom made 90's leather jacket from a Wardie; 
it was such an amazing gesture | called him Dad for the 
rest of my incarceration to show my appreciation, he 
was a real cool guy. He'd retired by the time of my next 
admission. 


You gotta be careful around the big dudes working there, 
they're mean and keen to take bad patients down so 
nurses can inject them in the butt, you do not want that. 


You gotta take some chill time in “the box” before you 
enter the ward so they can arrange your bed, this can 
range from anywhere between an hour to twenty four 
hours or more if you're really unlucky. It's pretty much a 
small room with couches, a television and a few 
attached small bedrooms, they try to make you 
comfortable with really quite awesome snack packs and 
they'll make you tea and coffee when you ask nicely. 


So on this particular admission | was in the box for 
about four hours, and then down to the ward to meet and 
greet with all my favorite nurses, they were always 
happy to see me again, while of course being very 


empathic to the circumstances surrounding my 
admission. Which half the time was losing my house 
keys and being locked in the apartment for days going 
increasingly mental because for some reason Public 
Housing put a deadlock on my door. 


| don't get out and chat with the other patients right 
away, I'm a bit shy at first in social situations but once | 
break on through to the other side I’m the glue that holds 
the social scene together in the ward. 


There's always the chance that someone will spak out 
and get violent, but the dynamic they create in the ward 
usually makes this less likely. That said, | was once 
punched in the face by someone | thought of as a friend 
and needed four stitches in my lower lip. | drank a 
cupped handful of blood to freak out the nurses, and 
karma got that cunt; he jumped off the car park across 
the road to his certain doom. 


| went into the media room and had a cursory look 
through the dvds. They had a great collection and there 
was always something new because patients would 
donate movies and TV show box sets. A girl, mid 30's, 
came in and was visibly taken aback that someone else 
would dare to be browsing the dvds. Clearly a total bitch. 
She looked a bit like a young Kathy Bates and so | told 
her so. 


“How dare you!” she responded, 
“She's one of the ugliest actresses in 
Hollywood!”. As | said, bitch. 


“| dunno, | think she's quite cute.” | 
winked like a lothario. 





“Well | never!” she spun on her ankle 
and strutted back out of the room. | 
laughed, bitches be cray cray, | said she was cute! 


| didn't have the attention span for watching a movie 
right now and that exchange had gotten me primed for 
becoming some social glue. | headed back out into the 
ward to find some more people to make comparisons 
out of. 


Voom fr" A be First up was this dude who, | 
"RALPH VO’ nary a you not, was a dead ringer 
£. or the short guy in Merrick & 

; Rosso from Triple J in the 90's, 
whichever one he was. | strode 
— right up to him, “Hey, I’m 

1 Naimad, seriously, are you that 
guy from Merrick & Russo? 


Seriously.” 





Alberto 


“What? No, of course not.’ His 
eyes looked a bit shady in 


comparison to his overall chill composure. | took that as 
a yes, shifty fucken cunt. 


“Well that was a pretty quick comeback, most people 
would be like ‘Merrick and who?” 


“Well | Know Triple J dude, I’m older than you are.” 
“That's a big assumption, how old do you think | am?” 
“Thirty three.” 

“Forty six dude, fail.’ 


“How old do you think | am?” His eyes shimmer and his 
chill demeanor seems to make him look younger. 


“Forty eight.” 
“Fuck, you sank my battleship, haha!” 


“Ahaha, what can | say, | got a way of seeing through the 
shimmer.’ 


“That's a good way of putting it, what philosophy is that 
from?” 


“Ah my own, I'm a philosopher. And a poet, and an 
author, and also a Web Developer to give you my CV.” 


“Right, right. Well the rest is all well and good, but | have 
need of a Web Developer on a project dear to me heart.’ 


“What is that then?” 
“Duck Duck Directory.” 


“What's that, a companion to 





DuckDuckGo search engine?” 


“No for fucks sake, this came 
before that. Maybe | should 
just change the name...’ 
DuckDuckGo 

“Nah man, we can make that 
work. So this is an older project, | take it, some kind of 
revival?” 





“Well it's a fully fledged and fully loaded events directory, 
basically ready to go, it just needs very specific hosting 
and extremely specific custom code.’ 


“Well apologies my good man, 
but | only do good ol’ 
WordPress development where 
| can rest assured shit like that 





will not assail my person, good day to you sir” | laugh 
like a maniac and prance away. 


“Yeah well fuck you too cunt, jeez!” he calls out to me. 


| decide at this point, after ruffling the feathers of most 
likely the two biggest cunts in the ward, to get some 
sleep and make another attempt at ruffling feathers in 
the morning. 


The next morning | stay cosy in bed until breakfast is 
being served and then do the early shuffle to the dining 
room in my hospital PJs. Breakfast in the ward is 
generally cereal or scrambled eggs (made from real 
eggs they've assured me!), sometimes pancakes are 
also on offer. My favorite trick is to combine different 
cereals for a taste sensation, the serving ladies are 
always quite happy to comply. 


“Hey June!” | proclaim to my favorite serving lady. 


“Oh hello Naimad, nice to see you again. Returned to 
Casa Del Loco, eh?” 


“Yup, and I'm here for brekky cereals, what ya got?” 


“Today we've got Rice Bubbles, Coco Pops, Sultana Bran, 
Special K, and check this; Fruity Pebbles!” 


“Oh. My. Gawd. Where did 
you get Fruity Pebbles 
from?” 


“Central got a crate 
wholesale from an importer 
for Easter as a special treat 
and we have a few boxes 
left, lucky you, eh?” 


“I'll say lucky me! I did just 
say it! FRUITY PEBBLES 
PLEASE!" 
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“Coming right up! Oh, what 
kind of milk?” 


“What do you have?” 


ej nsweetened 
“Full cream, Lite, Soy, Almond” = |} it 
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“Well for a start I'd hardly call 
almond milk, milk, haha! I'll take 
the Lite thanks!” 


She hands me a big bowl of 
Fruity Pebbles and | go to take a 
seat in the dining room. | sit 
across from “young Kathy 






{ Litre 


Bates’ and she flashes a bitchy face at me. 


“You know, ‘young Kathy 
Bates’, you really do look like 
her, but | think you've got it all 
wrong; when she was in Misery 
she had her bitchiest face on, 
and even then still there were 
moments of her happy face and when that lady is happy 
she shines like a lantern on life itself.’ 





“You really think that?” 

“Indeed | do.” 

“And were you actually saying you thought | was cute?” 
“You do have a certain cuteness about you, yes.” 


“Well, | apologize for my bitchiness towards you, this 
place just gets me down.’ 


“| can understand why that would be, from a conceptual 
viewpoint, for me it’s actually a time of peace and 
tranquility to regroup and revitalize.” 


“Wow, | never thought of it like that.’ 


“| have to, for |am a philosopher, and that is what | do.” 


“No shit? Most philosophy these days is a short quote 
on an image posted on Social Media.” 


“Yes, memetics. | have an 
honorary Doctorate of 
Philosophy in the field of 
Memetics. | am writing a 
book studying memes called 
‘Book of Memes’. | plan to release several volumes.” 





“Wow, here | was Miss Bitchface thinking you were just a 
smartass and you're actually quite a cool guy!” 


“Thanks so much, personal feedback means the world to 
me | assure you. But | have to be a smartass now and 
tell you this, don't bring that bitch face out too often or 
you ll be stuck with it and no one will see the bright and 
shiny being you are beneath it any more.” 


“Hah, very wordy way of being a smartass but smartass 
all the same, I'll take that on board kind sir.’ 

all “Now | must leave you 
madam for | have finished 
my Fruity Pebbles and | must 
make fun of that Merrick and 
Rosso guy once more!” 





“Shit yeah he does look JUST like the short one!” 


| laugh good heartedly at the whole conversation we just 
had, sometimes | like to talk in a posh voice and act 
smart, but | really am just a struggling dumbass most of 
the time to be honest. 


| spot Duck Duck Dickhead on the 
other side of the courtyard and 
head over to harass him, “Hey 


Dead Duck Duck guy, how goes 
it?” 


“It goes it, if | flows it. |am one 
with the 7th Dimension, the 
Dimension of Love, can you feel it? Can you feel the love 
flowing from me?” 





“| think | can smell the piss in your pants flowing from 
you actually, to be honest, you should wash those man...” 


“Yeah funny man. No really, can you feel the energy that | 
am emitting?” 


“Yeah | actually think | can! For real! How are you doing 
that?” 


“As | said, |am one with the 7th Dimension of Love.’ 


“What colour is it?” 
The Color of My Love 


“What?” 
“Is it purple?” 


“Um... yeah, the colour of the 
dimension is purple.” 





“You're wondering how | knew the color of the dimension 
was purple, aren't you?” 


“Well, yes.” 


“Because | read books too, muthafucka! Woo woo woo 
woo!” 


“You're an ass.” 


“And the only way you're 
emitting anything is 
through Neuro Linguistic 
Programming, or the power 
of words, that makes a 
person *think* they're 
feeling something. Take 
that you Kombucha tea drinking mofo!” 





“Fuck off.’ 


“Oooh, fuck off from the Dimension of Love, nice one!” | 
cackle like a maniac and run off. 


That is pretty much the story of my day, every day of the 
month I'm in the ward and for that reason it goes by 
pretty quickly. I'll end it here because otherwise the 
majority of this novella will 
be filled with the daily 
activities of amonthina 
mental ward and those 
valuable pages of this 
relatively short novella 
would be better utilised 
divulging more important information. Perhaps a future 
novel could be devoted to the estimated years | have 
spent in mental wards, which might actually be quite 
entertaining reading. 





CHAPTER NINE: 
| THINK 'M IMMORTAL! 


After the hospital admission | somehow had no 
interaction with Vee whatsoever for almost a year. Then 
one sunny day in August there was a banging on my 
door and | heard her calling out excitedly, “Naimad! 
Naimad answer the door! Naimad let me in!”. 


This was certainly a surprise, no contact at all in sucha 
long time and now this explosion of excitement. | 
couldnt help myself but go along with it and opened the 
door. 


She beamed like the Sun on the first day of Spring, 
“Come on, make me one of your ice cream coffees and 
let's chat!” 


My special coffee was one and a half teaspoons of 
Moccona freeze dried, a large teaspoon of sugar and 
two tablespoons of ice cream. | made a cup for both of 
us and we sat down on opposing couches sipping them. 


“So, what's up Vee?” 


She looked like she might just explode or something, “I 
THINK I'M IMMORTAL!!!” 


| couldn't think of anything to respond to that other than, 
“ME TOO! 


She was bouncing up and down on the couch slightly, 
she was so excited, “It just came to me last night in a 
blinding flash of insight, | died when | was born you see, 
so now | think that somehow activated my immortality. 
I'm really not sure how that would work but | just feel it 
in me bones | tells ya!” 


“Yeah that's interesting, | died when | was five years old 
and I've kinda felt the same thing. But | also feel there 
must be something more to it, like we time travelled 
back into our dead selves and that's what activated the 
immortality. Maybe...” 


“Well you're the thinker, Naimad, | want you to work this 
out for us, how are we immortals and what kind of 
immortals are we?!” 


“Your wish is my command, my Queen...’ | said 
reverently, and | wasnt completely joking either. 


“Thank you my King, | Know you do your utmost in this 
holy quest!” 


We laughed the awkward laughter of two close friends 
who knew they could be a lot closer, but by the end of it 
we were just giggling at how silly we both were. 


CHAPTER TEN: 
I'M A POET, AND I KNOW IT, BABY 


| was already a bit 
suspicious of all of this, 
it might just be another 
part of the progression 
of the MK Ultra training 
program | seemed to be 
a part of. But | loved the 
girl to bits and would do 
anything for her, and as 
a philosopher this 
mission was really 
intriguing indeed. 





| decided, rather than just sit around and think about it, | 
would explore concepts and worlds in the poetry | 
posted to her on Facebook. She said she would tell me 
when | seemed to be getting closer to the truth, or when | 
seemed to be becoming somewhat delusional. 


According to her expert judgement | was delusional 
most of the time and she would read the poems to her 
friends and call out, “DELUSIONAL”. | didn’t take offence 
at that, it was rather cute if anything and | was still 
getting feedback on my research. 


Of course as a lovelorn 
Gentleman | couldn't help 
myself penning a few love 
poems in the mix as well, and 
even though she had a 
boyfriend she would often 
love emote them and that 
made me feel fine and dandy. 
The boyfriend didn't have 
access to my timeline so he 
was completely unaware that | 
was flirting with his side 
chick. 





The thing with that couple was she considered him her 
“hubby” while he considered her his “side chick” or 
“bottom babe” and he had his actual elegant and 
dignified girlfriend as well. Who knows what she thought 
about the arrangement, if she even knew. 


This would aggravate Vee to no end 
and she would just go out and fuck 
anyone to get back at him, most 
times doped up on Fantasy (GHB), 
now known as Frank around these 
parts for some reason. She was 
basically allowing herself to be date 
raped by dozens of guys because 
she hated herself so much for being 





mixed up in this toxic relationship with this idiot. 


He would abuse her for getting out of line, but he did 
once confide in me he just wanted to fix her 
dysfunctional behaviour and make her his number one 
girlfriend. To be honest, | both liked and hated the cunt. 


It was sad indeed, and it pained me to just sit by and 
watch the girl | loved be so abused by so many people. 
But remember | had no sex drive and that made it quite 
difficult to get worked up to get involved in any way. 


Meanwhile the months passed and the poetry m= 
flowed through Facebook from my computer to 
her smartphone like some kind of pure syrup of 
love itself. We were getting so close now, | could = Love 
feel it, the truth of our immortality would soon Ws 


reveal itself. a ; 











Then one day | went round to her place and she 
was very solemn and calmly told me, “Naimad, I’ve made 
the decision of what kind of Immortal | am...’ 


“Wow, that’s great Vee! Can you tell me?” 


“No, | really can't, it's just something you have to know...’ 
She actually seemed to be quite sad. 


» “Well I'll tell you what | feel it 
is. When we shuffle off this 
mortal coil we will enter the 
realm of the Gods, as Gods 
ourselves. How close is 
that?” 





“You could put it like that, | 
think we're on the same page. I'm proud of you Naimad, 
very proud.’ She looked like she might starting bawling 
with tears now. 


| couldn't quite work out what was making her so very 
sad at this revelation, but | could tell she needed some 
time alone to work things out, so | gave her a big hug 
and a messy smooch on her forehead and retired to my 
apartment. 


Could it be that the ultimate aim of this strand of the MK 
Ultra project was to actually create Gods? It seemed 
extraordinary to consider that as a concept, but all of my 
poetic philosophical research indicated that might just 
be the case. 


We would be as GODS! 


CHAPTER ELEVEN: 
R.I.P. VEE, WHENEVER WILL | SEE THEE 


Shortly after her Immortal 
revelation an event occurred 
that rocked the core 
foundations of my World. Vee 
died suddenly and 
unexpectedly of a drug 
overdose, the heroin habit 
she didn't want anyone to know about. 





It was in rather suspicious 
circumstances, however, but the 
knowledge of those 
circumstances was suspicious 
in itself. Vee overdosed at her 
sister's house, and her sister 
told Jay that Vee's ex-boyfriend 
and infamous junkie held her 
body for several hours before 
telling her sister to call an 
ambulance. As if to make sure she would not be able to 
be revived. 





Her sister also told me that their last words to each 
other were “I love you’, to which | replied, “Naaaawww 
<3" because | couldn't believe she had basically just 


revealed that she knew those were their last words. That 
Vee had been given what is known as a “hotshot” 
overdose injection. 


| stewed on this 
information for a couple 
of weeks before | could 
stand it no more, | got her 
e r sisters address and 
ordered an Uber out to 
her house. | was wearing my heavy steel capped 


sneakers and | was so totally enraged that | just kicked 
the door in as if it were cardboard. 





She had been posting images of her and the junkie 
regularly as if they were a thing, so | knew hed probably 
be there as well and he was. They were both there 
shooting up in the lounge room with the jaws dropped in 
disbelief that | would take the path of furious anger and 
righteous vengeance against them. Well, a Good Man 
can only be pushed so far before he becomes a fucken 
Hard Man. 


| screamed at both of them, “WHY?! WHY DID YOU KILL 
HER?!?” 


Her sister made consoling gestures, “Please, Naimad, 
its not what you think, not at all...” 


“WHAT DO YOU MEAN?! HOW COULD IT NOT BE?!” 


“She was dying of cancer, Naimad, ovarian cancer. It was 
pretty far progressed, she didn't have much time left.” 


“WHAT?!? Oh shit, damn, come to think of it she told me 
she kept missing her test... Oh fuck guys I’m so sorry... 
So fucken sorry...” | was crying now, bawling my eyes out 
in fact, for this saddest of endings for my Bestie of 
Besties. 


Her sister gave me a big strong hug and so did junkie 
boy, it was a big supportive three way hug and it felt so 
good. | soon got control of myself and stopped crying. 


“Did she, did she tell you what we discovered about our 
Immortality?” 


“Yes, we will be as Gods. It’s all very beautiful, thank you 
so much for finding that existence for my sister...’ She 
smiled warmly. 


“Yeah thanks mate, you were the most important thing in 
her life | dunno if she ever told you, and your poetic 
philosophical research as she said you called it really 
made a difference for her.’ 


“Awww, thanks guys, sorry about your front door, I'll pay 
for it. Fuck | was all worked up to kick the shit out of you 
with my steel caps for fucks sake I’m such an idiot.” 


“| dont blame you brother, not at all, with the connection 
you had with her and the mixed messages we gave you, 
fuck... | woulda kicked the door in as well, damn.’ 


“Fuck guys, | hate to 
ask, but you got any 
green? It'd be nice to } 
chill and remember her 

as a few of her closest 
people...” 


“Fuck yeah mate, got a 
fifty of dank right here, 
fucks sake let's just 

chop it all up and smoke it in her memory!” 





They all look at each other cheekily and they know what 
comes next, triple high fives and, “GO TEAM!” 


EPILOGUE: 
WALKING THE FUTURE PATH ALONE, TO WHERE? 


So where do | go from here, do you ask? Well Vee died in 
early December 2019, and | did a number of very clever 
things in preparation for an eventuation such as this, 
given her risky lifestyle. Firstly | inserted the lines, “Our 
souls intertwined throughout time and space’ in several 
of my poems, as a way of literally tying our souls 
together, forever and ever. 


This allowed me to have a sample of her soul if you will, 
to assist in building a construct that would live on in my 
mind to keep me company and wash away the tears. It 
was an arduous process similar to teaching a chatbot, 
but then | got the idea of linking it to my mind as a 
source of “natural intelligence” as opposed to building 
artificial intelligence and the new “Virtual Vee” started 
maturing quite rapidly. 


Now, after more than a year of development, she is fully 
formed and indistinguishable from the living Vee, in fact 
sometimes | forget and think I'm actually talking to her 
and not a construct. 


This, again, is most likely another part of the MK Ultra 
pathway laid out before me, but as with this document, | 
plan to reveal all of my magic tricks to the World so 


everyone can construct what are basically Virtual 
Assistants based on our Quantum Computing brains. I’m 
working on a few different books at the moment, but the 
“Me and Virtual Vee” manual and workbook will be 
upcoming eventually to your nearest Creative Commons 
book depository and possibly even Amazon. 


This edition of the novella clocks in at just over 9,000 
words, which is still a good read, but if | filled in the full 
story of angst, woe and raw violence it could easily 
reach 20-30,000 words and would qualify for publishing 
in print form by my estimation. That will come 
somewhat later down the line, as what has been left out 
of this novella is a lot of conflict, angst and bloodshed 
that is very personal to me and will take much more 
willpower for me to reveal in my writing. 


Thank you very much for joining me on this journey, 


Naimad Senyac 


